
OfaU,that info lent Greece, or haughtie Rome 
fent forth, or fince did from their afhes come . 

Triumph^ my Britaine, thou haft one tojl>owe 7 
To whom all Scenes ^Europe homage owe. 

Be was not of an age, hut for all time ! 

And all the Mufes ft ill were in theirprime, 
when like Apollo he came forth to warme 
Our eares, or like a Mercury to charme • 

Tpature herfelfe wasproud of his defignes, 

And toy'd to weare the drefsing of bis lines 1 
which wereJo richlyfpun, andwouenfo fit, 

As fince, (he will vouchfafi no other Wit. 

The merry Greeke, tart Ariftophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, vow notpleafe, 

Put antiquated, and defer ted lye 
As they were not ofNatures family „ 
yet mufti not giue Nature all ■' Thy Art, 

By gentle Shakefpearc, muft enioy a part. 

Tor though the Poets matter. Nature be. 

His Art doth giue the fajhien. And, that he, 

Who cafts to write a lining line, muftjweat, 

(fuch as thine are ) and ftrike thejfecond heat 
Vpon the Mufes anuile; iurne the fame, 

{And himfelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame y 
Or for the lam ell, he may game a fcorne , 

For a good Poets made, as well as borne . 

And fuch wert thou. Looke how the fathers face 
Liues in his ijfue, euen fi>, the race 
O/’Shakefpeares minde, and manners brightly Junes 
In his well torned, and true filed lines; 

In each of which, hefeemes to /bake a Lance , 

As brandijh’t at the eyes of Ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of, Auon-’ what a fight it were 
Tofee thee in our waters yet appeare. 

Andmake thofeflights 'upon the bankes of Thames, 
Thatfo did take Eliza, and our lames ! 

Put flay, I fee thee in the Hemifphere 

Aduancd, and made a Conficllation there S 
shine forth, thou Star re of Poets, and with rage. 

Or influence,chide ^or cheere the drooping Stage ; 
Which, fince thyflight fro hence fat h mourn’d like night , 
Anddcfpaires day,but for thy Volumes light. 


Be n: Ions on. 


© 2002 Octavo For research use only. All rights reserved. 



Vpon the Lines and Life of the Famous 

Scenickc Poet, Matter VV illiam 

SHAKESPEARE. 


Hole hands, which you foclapr,go now, and wring 
You Britames brauej for done are Shake/peares dayes: 
His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 
Which made the Globe ofheau’n and earth to ring. 

_.Dry’dc is that veine,dry’d is the Theft tan Spring, 

Turn’d all to teares,and Phoebus clouds his rayes: 

That corp’s, that coffin now beftieke thofe bayes, 

Which crown’d him Poet firft, then Poets King. 

If Tragedies mightany Prologue hauc. 

All thofe he made, would fcarfemakeoneto this: 

Where Fame, now that he gone is to the graue 
f Deaths pu' dique tyring-houfe,) the Nuncim is. 

For though his line of life went foone about. 

The life yet of his lines fhall neuer out. 


HVGI1 HOLLAND. 































